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listen to the Word of God, sings slowly and mournfully.
Presently the chorus starts singing in time to the rhythm
of their feet as they march forwards and backwards
shouting to Allah. The voice of the singer is raised,
the music grows wilder and more passionate, the thud
and jangle of the tambourine mark the throb of the
swelling chorus, and one little boy and four men walk
quickly, as if in a trance, into the circle and begin to
twirl round slowly and gracefully on one spot. As they
turn quicker the white skirts of their robe swirl out into
the air and stand away from their thighs. The insis-
tence of the music is frantic now, the dancers, en-
tranced, their hands clasped behind their necks or
stretched out into the air with their heads perched on
one side, are whirling faster and faster, round and
round on the same spot. And nothing seems certain
except the whirling of the dancers, round and round,
fixed in their circle, wrapt in their trance, until the
music fades, the humming finishes, the rhythm slows
down, the tops spin slower and slower and without
sound turn round once more and circle from the floor.

XIX

A few days later, Mehdi's uncle, the Sharif Abdullah,
an old man who was a good friend of the British in
Lattakia, meddled in politics and was sent into residence
force by the French. Colonel Elphinston protested, but
to no effect.

About this time, too, I heard that Peter, whom I had
last seen when he visited me in hospital, had been killed
^fighting in the Western Desert,